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American reputation had he seized that wheel, for his
appearance in person in the land he had insulted so gaily
and consistently appreciably damaged his vogue there as a
star turn and privileged bogy.
The facts of the visit are somewhat pathetic. Lying off
San Francisco, Shaw merely annoyed the West Coast by
refusing to budge from the ship except to visit Hollywood,
America's least American city. San Francisco, her love-
liest, he avoided. On reaching the Eastern seaboard a
week or two later, he went ashore at New York only to
test the Guild Theatre's acoustics with his own voice, and
to deliver a public speech elsewhere in New York the same
evening. The speech unfortunately misfired. Shaw paid
Americans the compliment of treating seriously both his
subject (Civics) and his audience, and wished to be treated
seriously himself. They, on the contrary, were chiefly out
for entertainment by The Funny Man. It was a near
thing. Not far removed from a fiasco, the evening was
one more bead to be threaded on the long rosary of mis-
understanding round our clown's neck.
Failure or not, Shaw's American visit belied my book.
To annotate the book, therefore, I wrote a further chapter
entitled 'Bernard Shaw and America,' and with this and
other additions it was again published, this time in
Boston.
The book at that time was no more than the slimmest of
essays. It was only when Shaw, far from showing signs of
dying, decaying, or in any way piping down, kept churning
out more and more material, and had come to be lit annually
in the aura of the Malvern Festivals and been enshrined as
their patron saint, that I finally, in ,1939, turned what had
been a sketch into a fairly full-length portrait. It was
annoying that Adolf Hitler chose precisely the same
moment to turn Europe into a shambles. But the book
was published notwithstanding.
That first winter of the war, so dark in every sense,
was brightened for me momentarily by an unsolicited
note from Shaw. He wrote: 'Your book is VERY well
written.' I was as pleased as Punch. Only later, recalling
Shaw's predilection for handing out bouquets, did I wonder